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carroty red. The name of Maurice ought to be reserved for those gingers gone wrong, whose skin is freckled and who always have a half-dumbfounded air about them. Juliette recognised that her husband's hair was not of this colour. But she was not grateful to him for this. It was as though she were looking behind its insipid fairness for that carroty red which it had not the courage to flaunt.
" Maurice " also made her think of " Jocrisse," and of a Jocrisse satisfied to be alive, but with no animation about him, like a best-man labouring to make a wedding party laugh. Here again she had the fakness to admit to herself that her husband was not such a person. He missed being ridiculous. He was only just satisfied to be alive, and sometimes he looked at her rather sadly. He was too shy to pride himself upon being amusing to other people.
Maurice Ezzelin read his paper carefully. The twenty minutes which he devoted to it every morning constituted, with the help of his coffee and his bread and butter, one of the best times in his day. (He went on reading on his way to his office, but without the same sense of being at his ease or the same pleasure. He reserved for the journey articles in which he was not particularly interested, odd paragraphs, advertisements.)
No doubt this kind of reading suited him ; but perhaps he sought in it as well a form of protection against himself. The more he had of it, the longer he avoided being alone with his own thoughts. At his office he was protected either by his work or by his comrades' conversation. He had found that books often made him depressed- For one which took him out of himself, only too many reminded him of ideas which he wanted to escape, or even presented them to him with distressing clearness, with painful obviousness - and also with an air of inevitability about them, so far as his outlook on the future and his doubts about it were concerned.
Sometimes he read a passage from the paper aloud to Juliette, She did not like this habit which he had acqtured. She found that he read badly, with a rather silly